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THE CALIPH WALKS
the small tavern what cloaked guests have come? The wine flows faster and more swift the jest, Madly the dancer answers pipe and drum, And now the hunched musicians play their best
Wrapped in their dark, the old blind beggars moan, Nor shall night heal their woe so often told, When suddenly in their midst a purse is thrown, And a queer knowledge cries that it is gold.
Now old uxorious men feel quick alarm, For shadowy lutanists send a snatch of verse To flpat in at their window with strange charm, The casement closes to a growling curse.       N
Along the street light laughter ripples down, 'And through the dusk an echo of delight Runs like a whisper through the drowsy town, Hardun the Caliph is abroad to-night.